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"I'll take him along," the younger Chinese said
and took Sun Yat Sen's hand. The old man murmur-
ed consent and sitting down, held a ragged suit which
he was repairing, near his shortsighted eyes. He
worked in the dark, to save a candle.

The young Chinese led Sun Yat Sen to a dark
corridor and from there through a small door on to
the road, different from that in which Tuan Chee had
been sitting in the sunshine.

On the rcrad the tailor peeped round anxiously.
But the narrow, crooked, smelling lane was void of
people; he stepped hastily out, telling Sun Yat Sen
to quicken his step.

Sun Yat Sen who had not been longer in Hono-
lulu than two days, did not know all the streets, lanes
and squares which he crossed till the tailor dragged
him into a narrow, dilapidated building.

Ascending to the first floor, he knocked at a door
in a strange distinct rhythm. Almost immediately
distrustful eyes appeared at a spyhole in the door.
Sun Yat Sen knew these eyes. The door was push-
ed open and Yih Chong in a gown of red yet shabby
and ragged silk appeared.

^ Oh, the boy from Tsui-heng," he drawled. " Do
you have good news ? "

The hoarse word died in his mouth and his cheesy,
tuberculous face with the lacerated nose grew rigid
in a distorted grimace of sweating fear. Sun Yat Sen
and the tailor were pushed aside by someone behind
them before Yih Chong was able to step back and
slam the door. Strong nervy hands took hold of Yih
Chong and the tailor who in no time were gagged and
bound- Then they were pushed through the open